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then stood, with lowered head, looking at us over
the top of its glasses, not ten yards away, I can see
it yet with its incredible head, dark green wrinkled
skin, its spectacles stretched across a broad flat nose
that was at least eighteen inches from side to side.
Now or never was the time to turn round and run
for it, even though there was no cover, no hiding
place, for quite a distance. But the protest died in
my throat, for Miss Tweedletop never turned a hair
but strolled on with no more concern than she would
have had in passing a tobacconist's shop. She did not
even seem particularly interested in the creatures;
and of course if she knew them and was not afraid,
there was no reason for me to fear. But I do not think
it was any such piece of reasoning that led me to walk
forward by her side without any protest; it was merely
the fear of being laughed at by a little old maiden lady.
I saw myself being squashed as a boy squashes a black
beetle; in a moment or so, those astonishing spectacles
would be splashed and reddened by my blood*

But nothing happened. We passed almost under
the leading monster's nose and he did nothing but
survey us a little sadly and sceptically. It was in-
credible; the rimless spectacles had won. Perhaps
that is why the creatures were made to wear them;
before, when they were merely ordinary monsters
without glasses, they were probably the most fero-
cious and dangerous creatures in the world, but now,
simply with the addition of these contrivances of
glass and wire, they were more gentle than most of